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One 


Author's Notes: 
Thanks to Chrissy for the idea, and Keli for the title and Andy - for everything. ;) 


"Hey, sweetie!" 


Duff didn't waste more than one short glance before he shook his head and stepped out of the streetlight. It 
was a busy evening, cars driving up and down the road, windows open, drivers screaming and hooting or just 
scanning the meat lined up on the sideway. He was drawing too much attention, he had already turned down 


half a dozen offers. If things went bad with Guns r Roses, he could always make a living out of this. 


Only a few yards from him, a car slowed down, a new Ford station wagon, clean, but not overly polished. A 
drunk couple stumbled onto the road, bumping into the hood and forcing the driver to stop. The girl fell to the 
ground and just sat on the asphalt, giggling, while her equally drunk companion tried to get her back onto her 
feet. Duff made a decision It was the kind of car he was looking for, Daddy granting himself a treat. Axl had 
emphasized about a hundred times how important it was to choose the punter with care and Duff was proud 


to say that he had never misjudged so far. 


Without haste, he walked over to the Ford. He let his hips sway a bit, the way he had practiced with Slash, 
making sure his too short t-shirt revealed a bit of skin with each step. The Ford's window was down, but the 
driver gave no sign that he had noticed Duff. By now he had learned that it wasn't a sign of disinterest but of 


insecurity, and insecurity was exactly what he was looking for. 


"Hey," Duff said. He bent forward and looked through the window. Was the timbre all right? According to Axl, 
timbre was important; according to Slash it was enough to look like a slut, but who knew? Taking care of both 


was definitely best. "Lonely?" 


Duff considered trying one of those sultry looks Slash had tried to teach him, heavy-lidded, lips slightly parted, 
which made him think of hot, humid summer-nights, of crickets in high meadows and the scent of unknown 
exotic flowers. He decided against it. Slash had laughed himself into hysterics and so they had settled for ‘cute’. 
Duff could do ‘cute’. He had been doing ‘cute’ since he was a child and had gotten quite good at it. When they 
had kicked the ball into the neighbor's yard, when they had broken a window or a car's headlight with a badly 
aimed shot, his siblings had sent Duff to confess the damage. They had trained him well, had taught him to 
make his eyes appear large and sad, to let the bottom-lip quiver and flinch like he expected a blow. Duff knew 


he could get away with murder. 
"How about company?" 


"Maybe," the driver said. He was in his mid forties, dressed in a neat and sensible way. Nervous eyes roamed 
up and down Duff's body, swaying between fear and agitation It was a sure give away that the man was here 
for the first time and likely to back off if given the chance. If he wanted to hook him, Duff had to make the 


decision himself. The passenger door wasn't locked and without waiting for an answer, he got into the car. 


Really, | don't know.." the man stuttered, but Duff pulled his sunglasses down and flashed him one of his 


sweetest, most innocent smiles. 


"IFs just twenty bucks," he said, letting his voice get rough and sexy. Yep, that was the timbre Axl had in mind 
and he was pretty sure he had the slutty look down to a pinpoint. "And you'll get the time of your life." 


The man's eyes flickered, but they also took in the body displayed before him. Duff slouched deeper into the 
seat. His long, leather-clad legs parted a bit and the rim of the t-shirt slipped up to reveal a stripe of creamy 
skin Lashes battered once in a sluggish swipe, and with a husky breath, Duff arched into the upholstery. He 
raked his teeth lightly over his lower lip and turned soulful, innocent eyes onto his victim. 


"OK," the man said. “But.." 


"Just drive down the road, hon," Duff purred and straightened in the seat. "| know a place where nobody's 


gonna disturb us." 


They would be driving once around the block, to give Steven the time to take the shortcut and make sure the 


place was empty. 
"What's your name?" Duff asked and laid a hand onto the man's thigh. 

"Uhm, George" The reply was hesitant enough for Duff to be sure the name was fake. 
"OK, George, just down that road on the left, darling.” 


George followed his directions, clearly uncomfortable but at the same time fascinated by the prospect of doing 


the low down dirty thing with a street boy. 


"| live not far from here, you know, just two blocks," Duff chirped on and about. "My Mom married again last 
year, but the guy ran away. | dunno why, but they always do. Unfortunately, he didn't take his son with him, 
so now | have a brother you could say. | don't like him. He thinks he can give me orders because he's older 
than me, but hey, I'm eighteen, he can't tell me shit. He's a bit mad, you know, kinda crazy and he gets violent 
so easy. Turn left, please, George. Might be better if he took those pills the doc has prescribed, but he always 
flushes them down the toilet. He's once stabbed a kid with a knife, but it wasn't too bad and they didn't go to 


the cops. OK, now left again and --here we are." 


It was as dark an alley as one could get. Axl had chosen the place and Duff had to admit, it was perfect. 
George locked the doors before he killed the engine and switched the headlights off. His eyes flickered as he 
took in the run down buildings, the garbage on the pavement and the broken streetlights. Duff rubbed his hand 
soothingly over his thigh. 


‘lm sorry," he said, "but | really have to ask you to leave the doors open" 
"Sorry," George mumbled and unlocked the doors. "I wasn't trying to do anything to you, | just wasn't thinking.” 


"I know. " Duff smiled and battered his lashes. "Now, may | ask for advance payment, please? I'm sure you're 


an honest man, but God knows, those are few and far between" 


George stared at him and Duff got the strong feeling that Axl should really rethink this line. Axl insisted it was 
good and had to be used under all circumstances, but to Duff, it sounded like something an old maid might say 
in her bible group. It had gotten him a few funny looks so far. Maybe it was again the timbre, but, fuck, he 
was the bassist, voice-modulation wasn't his thing. Let Axl be the whore if he was so perfect at it. There was 
no time to ponder the matter any further, but he would definitely have to bring it up again 


George searched for his wallet and his hand trembled slightly as he handed the money over. 


Duff took a deep breath. Now came the ugly part, but it had to be done. They all had to make sacrifices for 
the greater cause. The greater cause was Izzy's birthday coming along. Izzy had fallen in love with a guitar; a 
very expensive guitar. He went to the music shop at least once a day to moon over it. Sometimes he got 


permission to try it out, but mostly not, as the shop owner was fed up with Izzy just watching and Touching, 


and never buying. So they had made up this plan to get the money. Everybody was making their contributions 
according to Axl's script, but somehow only Duff's role required the active confrontation with a large variety 


of erect cocks. 

Duff felt for George's fly, opened the button and pulled the zipper down. It was best to do this quick to keep 
the revulsion to a minimum. George's dick bopped free as soon as the rim of his shorts was pulled away. His 
breath came in ragged gasps and he touched Duff's hair, hesitantly at first, then in a firm grip, urging him to 
get to work. Duff bowed down and the pressure on his head increased, while the disgusting piece of flesh came 
nearer and nearer. 

‘Come on: he begged silently. ‘Come on, come on, come on! 

The door flew open and Duff let his breath go in relief. Slash was in time. 

"Get the fuck away from him!" 


George yelped in shock. Duff pulled away, while Slash hauled the startled man out and slammed him against the 
car. In a hurry Duff scrambled out of his seat to be in time for the second part of the show which would be 


dominated by . Axl 


"What happened?" Axl loved this part, stepping out of the darkness, drawing the attention of the nonexistent 
audience to himself and striding over into the heart of the scene. 


"Sick motherfucker here forced Duff to go down on him," Slash growled. He grabbed George's shirt and tried to 


shake him, but it didn't really work, it was better when the punter wore a jacket or at least a sweater. 

"Are you OK?" Slash let go off his victim and put his arm around Duff, his voice full of concern. Together they 
blocked the driver's door and the way out of the alley. The car was parked against a brick wall and they had 
George truly cornered. All it needed was for Axl to start the show. 

"You fucking piece of slimy shit," he snarled. "What did you do to him?" 

"| didn't... didn't .." George started, but Axl stomped forward until he was close enough for their faces to touch. 
Spittle was flying from his mouth while he talked and his hair hung wildly around his face. His skinny body 
vibrated with anger and his voice trembled with rage. He looked every inch the deranged psychopath. 


"You think you can just come here, pick him off the street and do with him whatever you like, do you, 
shitface? How did you do it, asked for directions and pulled him into the car?" 


"No, he agreed, he .. he took the money and.” 


"Are you calling my brother a whorel?!" Axl screamed. 


"No, of course not." George seemed to choke on his own breath. "This, this is..?" 
"my brother." Duff shrugged apologetically. "The one | told you about." 
George grew even paler. Sweat glistened on his forehead and he looked like he was about to faint. 


"So you're calling him a whore!" Axl continued without paying any attention to Duff. "He's only sixteen, for 
fuck's sake!" 


"Sixteen" George echoed and Duff saw the meaning settle in. "But, but he took the money and he said he was 
of age, and..." 


"And how old do you think he looks?" Axl's voice rose to glass-shattering heights while he spat a string of 
curses into George's terrified face. "You lying piece of apeshit! At least have the courage to admit it! It didnt 
matter to you that he's only a kid!" Abruptly he turned around, grabbed a handful of Duff's hair and shook 
him with force. 

"Ouch!" Duff protested. Why the fuck did Axl always have to pull this hard? 

"Did he give you money?" he asked. "And don't you lie to mel” 

"Yes," Duff gasped and rubbed his hurting scalp. 

"What the fuck is wrong with youl?!" 

Duff covered his ears to save his eardrums from tearing while Axl screamed and screamed. 

"What did | tell you countless times? Fuck you, you moron, all your Mom wants is for you to finish school and 
go to college, so what are you doing whoring yourself out when you should be at home doing your homework? 
Do you want her to suffer another heart-attack? You egocentric little bitch, | can't believe this!" 


"See," George stammered, trying to get to the driver's door. "I didn't do anything!" 


I'm not finished with youl" Axl yelled and turned furious green eyes on him. "So you think it's OK paying 


teenagers for sex? No big deal, huh? Let's see if the cops share your opinion" 

"But | had no idea." 

"Give him the money back, Duff" Axl ordered without paying attention to his quivering victim. 
"But." 


"The money, Duff!" 


With a sigh Duff pulled the 20 $ bill out of his pocket and handed it to over. Axl eyed it full of disdain 


"Twenty dollars?" he asked. "You think he's worth no more than twenty dollars? What is it, isn't he pretty 
enough? Or do you like them younger? Fourteen? Twelve? Ten? Tell me, what's your preferred age?" Axl 
crumbled the bill and threw it into George's face. "Asshole, you think he's just the shit under your shoes, don't 
you? Do you have kids, fuckhead? " 


Axl pulled his knife and flicked it open. Duff held his breath and he felt Slash shifting next to him. They had 
agreed to leave the knife out of it. A knife could bring them into jail for armed robbery, which none of them 


was keen on and Axl had promised to leave it at home. 
‘le got two girls," George stammered. "Please, let me live." 


"| don't believe you," Axl replied. "If you had children of your own, you wouldn't treat other people's kids like 
this." 


"Yes, | do, |." George fiddled his wallet out of his pocket and opened it to show Axl a photo of two teenage girls. 
This was the most difficult part of the whole scenario, but Axl always managed to get the wallet without 
demanding it. Duff acknowledged his genius without envy. They didn't rob people; the trick was to make them 
hand over the money willingly. In the end the victim had to be grateful the cops weren't involved, a crucial 


point Axl never failed to achieve. 
"They're thirteen and fifteen. Please, let me go.” 
Axl took the wallet and eyed the picture. 


"Yes, pretty little bitches." He threw it away in disgust and brought the knife to George's throat. "I'd pay 
twenty bucks to stick my dick up their cunt," he said with a nasty sneer. "Oh, | forgot, they're off limits. | 
guess, because they live in a neat, suburban house, wear neat, clean, clothes and have their Daddy come home 
after work, they aren't open for business, are they? And kids less fortunate are just there for you to use and 


discard." 
Axl grabbed Duff's arm and pulled him closer. 


"Do it!" he spat and Duff looked up in surprise. This wasn't in the script. This was the part where they 
threatened to call the cops and made the punter run without thinking about his wallet. 


"Here, you can have him!" Axl snarled, his face pale and contorted. "Do it! You paid twenty bucks, that's what 
he's worth, isn't he? Come on, don't you want to brag about it with your friends? Or give them a call, invite 
them over. He's just a piece of shit, he should be happy to suck a couple of cocks. l'm sure you make a 
generous donation to charity each Christmas, so you paid for his upbringing; it gives you the right to fuck him. 
Get to your knees, Duff!" 


"Axl," Slash said softly, but Axl only yelled at him to shut up. 
"Get to your knees, | said!" he snapped, waving the knife around without paying attention 
"OK, "Duff said and hastily knelt down on the street. "Just don't kill anybody, OK?" 


Thoughts raced through his head, chasing each other around to no avail. Axl had snapped. Again. Duff had 
amble experience with Axl's outbursts and he knew one thing for sure: Axl in a rage tolerated no contradiction. 


If they wanted to get out of this without bloodshed, Duff knew he had to play along. 


"Here, you've got him all ready for you, now do it! It's not like somebody would get hurt, it's just a bit of fun 
you're granting yourself after a day of hard work and that's what the likes of us are for, aren't we? Now 
stuff your cock into his throat, or I'll cut you open like a thanksgivings-turkey!" 


George wasn't used to psychopaths. He was trembling with fear and made desperate, sobbing noises in his 
throat. His pants were still open and Duff watched in horror as his crotch came nearer. He tried to stand up, 
but Axl knotted his free hand, into his hair, preventing him from getting anywhere. Frantically, George fumbled 
his dick out and Duff gagged as the thing was thrust into his face. This was even worse than in the car, 
where he could at least determine the pace. The pull in his hair increased to a painful twist and the last spark 
of hope that this was all a big joke died. Duff closed his eyes and resigned himself to his fate when he 
suddenly felt a hand on his shoulder. 

"That's enough," Slash said quietly. 

Duff couldn't see what he was doing, but felt him peeling Axl's fingers out of his hair. 

"Come up," he said and helped Duff to his feet before turning to Axl. 

"Get away from mel" Axl snarled, but he let the knife sink and made a step back. "Just. get away from me." 


"Fuck off!" Slash said to George. "And | don't want to see your ugly face ever again" 


George was happy to obey. He scurried into the car, started the engine and nearly ran them over in his hurry 


to be gone. 


"What did you have to do that for, you nutcase?" Slash yelled and kicked an empty beer can against the brick 


wall. "We had him right where we wanted him. There was no need to pull this shit!" 
"| changed the script" Axl shrugged defensively and stuffed his hands into his pockets. 


"You can't change the script without telling us." Slash searched for a cigarette "Thanks," he said when Duff 
handed him one. "Why does everything always have to be so difficult? Really, Axl, sometimes | wonder if 


something's wrong with you." 

"Ah, come on, it was fun. Did you see his face?" 

Axl didn't look as if he was enjoying himself. He looked upset and slightly confused and Duff wondered if maybe 
he had forgotten that it was all just a game. He left Slash and Axl to scream at each other and went in search 
for the wallet. It was lying next to a dumpster, but it took some time until he made out the crumpled twenty 

dollar bill in a puddle. 


"Do you know that its possible to hear you scream three blocks ahead, guys?" Steven came down the alley. It 


was his job to warn them about cops or any other kind of disturbance. 
"Axl had to pull off a one-man-show," Slash muttered, but he lowered his voice to normal. 


"Really, Axl, for a moment | thought you'd make me do it” Duff took the money out of the wallet. "Shit, mostly 


credit cards." 
Axl took the bills and counted them. "Not enough," he said. "ld say one more, maybe two and we've got it” 


lm not playing the whore anymore." Duff shook his head vehemently. "One of you can do it" He was fed up 
with people pulling at his hair and pushing him around. It didn't matter that it was only a game, he didn't like it. 


"Ah, come on, Duff," Slash said, "you're the best at it, you're made to be a whore." Duff wondered if that was 
supposed to be a compliment. Coming from Slash, it might very well be. "And you're the only one we can sell as 


underage." 


"You're younger than me," Duff objected, but knew he would sooner or later give in He had been the whore 


for about a dozen times, he could do it once or twice more. 
"But you've got the baby-face." 


Duff sighed. "But | want the old script," he said, knowing his case was lost. "And really, Axl, | wish you wouldn't 
pull at my hair like that." 


"Don't be such a baby." Axl stuffed the money into his pocket. "Come on, guys," he said. "I'm gonna buy you a 
drink." 


"But not from Izzy's money," Duff protested. "I'm not sucking cocks for drinks." He chucked the wallet into the 


dumpster and followed his bandmates. 
"No?" Slash put an arm around his shoulders. "What would you suck cocks for then?" 


"Don't know." Duff cast him a sly grin. "Make suggestions." 


"Hm," Slash seemed to consider his options. "I'll think of something," he said and gave Duff a quick hug before 
releasing him. "I'll get back to you later." 


The End 


Two 


Author's Notes: 
For the same three ladies, with my thanks. :) 


It wasn't like | didn't know what he was doing. The bottle of wine was the first hint and the way he kept 
pouring me glass after glass. He had one thing on his mind and it just happens to rhyme with glass. When Toby 
wants something, he never takes no for an answer. He won't force it he just simply refuses to allow the 
debate to end. He doggedly persists till you come to believe it was your idea in the first place. If that doesn't 
work, he uses his powers of persuasion, razor sharp daggers of guilt into your heart and the overwhelming 


need for his love and approval. I'm not alone. Anyone who gets close can fall prey. 


But it's something that belongs to me and | don't like to give it up so easy. | have given in before, after 
drunkenly trying to refuse as he licked and sucked me into a frenzy. Then he would scurry up me and beg and 
plead, his blue eyes shining with desire. It was difficult to refuse him anything when he looked at me like that. | 
loved him and | wanted to please him. I'd roll over, close my eyes, and grit my teeth. But tonight it wouldn't be 
so easy. | already felt empty inside. The alcohol has only intensified it. And the fervor that | usually feel for 


Toby seems far away. 


| lay on my stomach, my shirt off. Toby straddles me, rubbing my shoulders, trying to get me to relax. | close 
my eyes. I'll fall asleep, | think. I'm too drunk to get it up. I'll fall asleep then he'll let it go. But | can't. | feel 
empty but my mind is full. ts humming with activity, alert to what comes next. There's no way in hell he's 
going to believe that I've fallen asleep or | can't get it up. Not when he runs his hands up and down my sides 
and leans forward and licks behind my ear. The weight of him presses what's rapidly growing against the 


mattress. He moves to my side. 


"Roll over," he whispers gently. | do and he begins to undo my belt. There's a slight smile on his face, as he 
works it through the loops. Next he undoes the top button of my jeans. Catching my gaze he holds it, bringing 
the zipper down a fraction of an inch at a time. | tense at the sound, so agonizingly slow yet so determined. 
Toby slides a hand down my underwear and gently caresses it. My cock throbs at his familiar touch. He kisses 
me, holding my face in his hand. | abandon myself to the ardent probing of his tongue. A thumb lightly traces 
the line of my jaw. 


Sparks of icy pleasure fly as our tongues continue to mingle. There are loves stories based on kisses like this. 
His kisses are what kisses are supposed to be. Both sweet and passionate, explosive and exploratory, Toby's 
mouth will take you to another place. His kisses are transcendental. It's how | know he loves me. My mind 
swims with alcohol and the pleasure he's drenching me with. The emptiness returns when he moves away. "I 


love you," he whispers. 


"| love you too." 


| lift up and Toby eases my pants down past my waist. He stops for a moment and traces the outline of 
hardness under thin material. A finger rests on the damp spot and he smiles again. "You have such a beautiful 
cock Shane. If | die first, promise me you'll bury me with it," he laughs. | smile. 

"You won't die first. You'll kill me if you die first,” | replied, my voice hoarse at the thought. His eyes grow 
dark and he leans up and kisses me again before returning to his task. He eases my pants down, stopping to 
kiss my newly exposed flesh every few inches. He pulls my jeans off, sits up and frowns. 

"What did you do to your leg?" he asks. 

"Huh?" 

"You have bruises on your legs," he said with a furrowed brow. | sat up and looked down. There, on my left 
thigh, were four circular marks, bruises left behind by Mitch's digging fingers. A thrill went through me 
remembering how the bruises got there and my cock twitched. Then | was awash with dread, knowing 
discovery was imminent. 

"Baseball. | must have gotten them while playing baseball,” | replied. 

"Baseball isn't a contact sport Shane," Toby argued. There was an edge to his voice. 

"| was guessing. | don't know how | got them. | figured baseball. | don't know." 

"They look like finger marks," Toby cried. 

"Yeah. They kind of do," | answered meekly. | was still drunk. | couldn't think. | didn't know what to say. 

"Did Mitch do this?" He asked angrily. | paled and looked down. "| asked you a question. Did Mitch do this?" | 
nodded. | simply couldn't speak. "That son of a bitch! What the hell happened?" Toby asked insistently. | shrugged 
my shoulders, still unable to make my mouth or brain work. "Did you argue?" 

"Yes," | whispered. 

"Why didn't you tell me?" 

"| didn't want to, "| answered. At least it wasn't a lie. 


"What happened? Tell me! | want to know right now!" 


"Toby don't make a big deal out of it," | begged. "He was upset. It was right after that woman, what's her 
name, Kristy was here. He started drinking. | took the bottle away." 


Toby sighed. "That bastard! Well | hope you hit him back!" 
"Don't worry. | did," | said. It took everything in me to suppress a smile. 


Toby pushed me back on the bed and sat on my legs. Bending his head, he tugged down my shorts one hip at a 
time with his teeth, dragged them down to my ankles and past my toes. He sat up with them still between his 
teeth and ginned. Its when he does stuff like that that | find him irresistible. | begin to laugh. He spits them 


out and tosses them to the floor. "You're drunk," he grins. 
"And who's fault is that," | ask still laughing. 


Toby parted my legs and knelt in between. Watching me intently, he ran his hands up and down my thighs. 
Finally he took my throbbing dick in both hands and brought the head to his mouth. | closed my eyes as | felt 
him lap up the oozing pre-come. Toby's tongue begins to dart about madly and | thrust up a bit, encouraging 
him to take more into his mouth. As he takes more and more of me into his mouth | drift on waves of 
pleasure. | begin to picture Mitch. | imagine him bent over with my fingers thrusting in and out of his ass. | 
see how he grits his teeth in a grimace as the desire he desperately tries to fight overtakes him. | feel a 
tongue slip up and down my raging length. | moan, clutching and pulling at the sheets beneath me. | see Mitch's 
mouth wrapped around it, furiously working to bring me pleasure. | thrust upwards to meet that savage pout. 
The mouth moves away but quickly returns. | feel a slick wet pressure at my entrance and it all falls away. An 
unrelenting finger intrudes, going deeper. By reflex, | tighten, hindering progress. Toby pulls away and sighs. | 


slowly open my eyes and met his frown 

"Please try to relax Shane," he pleads. "tll make it feel good, honey. You always get into it once | get started" 
"| know. Im trying," | cried. He leaned forward and gave me a kiss on the cheek 

'Roll over," he demanded 

"Not yet. Im not ready." 


"Will you trust me for once! | know what l'm doing!" he snapped. Toby sighed and smiled weakly. "I know you're 
not ready. That's what I'm working on. Come on, roll over for me," he explained, giving me a playful swat on the 
side. | reluctantly did as | was asked. Toby moved me up the bed slightly and placed a pillow under my hips. He 
lightly stroked my ass. A finger gently teased down the crack. He moved my legs farther apart. His hands 
fluttered up my sides as a hot tongue started at the base of my spine and flitted downwards. Two firm hands 
spread my cheeks and the tongue followed. It circled my hole, slowly at first. Then it grew in intensity. | 
shivered. 


There was that tug at my groin again. | pressed into the pillow, rubbing myself against the smooth cotton case. 
His tongue darted in and out. Toby pushed my legs up higher on the bed, exposing me, leaving me vulnerable. 
But the teasing tongue continued to coax me into submission. Slowly a finger entered. That cold familiar fear 


began to rise up but | pushed it back as he circled and darted it in and out. Another slid in and found its 


target. A hot streak throttled up my spine and | moaned. | bucked up so | could feel it again. "That's it baby. | 
love you. See how good | can make it feel if you let me?" Toby asked gently. 


| gasped and managed a nod. | buried my face into the mattress, riding his fingers. My cock trembled and 
jerked beneath me. My growing pleasure fought for control against that ever-present flicker of terror at the 
back of my mind. Another shiver shot through me and | arched as the fingers disappeared. | heard the tear of 
plastic and feel him fumble with the condom. | see Toby reach for the lube out of the corner of my eye and 
the dread starts in earnest. Agonizing fear, | start to wilt. Well-lubed fingers are at my entrance. | lay naked 


on the bed, staring vacantly at the wall as Toby vainly tries to prod me back into some semblance of passion 


The head of his cock enters me and | bite down on my lip, willing myself into compliance. He gently but 
determinedly pushes forward. | can feel the weight of him on my back. My eyes involuntarily clamp shut. He 
begins to thrust, long and deep. The darkly blurred childhood images flicker past, staggered, in slow motion like 
an old Sex Ed film. | blink in quick succession, sending them back to the dark recesses of my mind. | concentrate 
on his nipping on my ear, the gentle caress of his tongue, making it the only part of my body that's actually 
alive and capable of feeling. Toby's hand snakes between the pillow and me. His strokes are meant to be gentle 


and soothing. "I love you baby," he moans. 

| start to feel it. I'm suffocating. An arm against around my throat, a vise repressing my scream. | hear the 
vulgar grunts. The bitter tang of liquor mixed with cheap aftershave burns my nostrils. There's the 
unrelenting pain of being ripped in half. | see the crumpled and torn pieces of a Calvin Klein underwear ad. "You 


like that don't you, you little faggot" The gravelly rasp of my uncle's chuckle fills my ears. 


"Stop! Get off me. Fucking get off me," | scream, trying to throw his weight from me. Startled, Toby rolls 


away. | sit up. He looks at me concern and anger united 

"What's wrong? Did | hurt you?" he gasps. 

| struggle to catch my breath. My lungs burn as | inhale deeply. "No," | whisper finally. "I just can't? 
"Tell me what's wrong Shane?" He asked 

"Nothing, | just don't feel like it," | replied quietly. 


"Great! Fuck you Shane!" Toby shouted. He ripped off the condom and tossed it in the trash. He still suffered 


from a throbbing erection. 
"You don't have to be such a prick about it," | snap. 
I'm a prick? That's rich. You bastard!" he yells. He grabs my roughly by the hair and shoves his cock into my 


mouth. | close my eyes and open my throat. His savage thrusts batter me. | don't resist. It's not his fault. | 
owe him. This is the only explanation I'm able to give. His raging lust comes to fruition. His cock fills my belly, 


full of his hot seed and all my inadequacies. 


